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S.  STOCK.  TOW , 

DENTIST. 

(Successor  to 'Dr a.  Colburn) 

r4o  IS  Cedar  street, 

We  war  k.  IV. 


Only  ft  SO  »  Tear  In  Aifraat*. 


J  B.  PITT,  M.  D. 

HOMEOPATHIC  PHYSICIAN, 

BLfiOMFIELD,  N.  J. 

Residence  os  Broad  Street  three  doors  above  Presby* 
terlaM  Church. 

Office  hours  7  to  9  A.  M.  and  6  to  7  P.  M. 


Of E1CE.  GLENW090  AVE..  NEAR  M.  &.  E.  DEPOT.  | - 
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In.le|*enrlent.  Won  Partisan.  Incorruptible. 
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E.  BAILEY,  M.  D„ 
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Devoted  to 

cal  affairs, 

OEXER  VI.  NEWS. 

CUOICK  LITERATURE. 

HOME  CULTURE  and  IMPItQVEMENT. 


RESIDENCE: 

C.  W.  JOHNSON’S.  FRANKLIN  St. 

Offlca  Hours:  7  to  9  A.M.  and  8  to  8  P .'Jfi. 


AMES  HUGHES 


Urcorb 


SURVEYOR: 

OFFICE,  MASONIC  HALL.  RAILROAD  AVENUE, 


isrtllang. 

NOVEMBER  MORNING. 

Roaring,  the  wild  south-wester 
Fills  the  Wide  heaven  with  Its  clamor. 

Ploughing  the  ocean  and  smiting 
The  land  tike  a  ponderous  hammer. 

Lo,  bow  the  vast  grey  spaces 
Wrestle  and  roll  and  thunder. 

Billow  piled  upon  billow, 

Cloaing  and  tearing  asunder. 

As  If  the  deep  raged  with  the  auger 
Ot  boats  of  the  labulous  krakcu  1 

And  tbe  firm  house  shudders  and  trembles. 
Beaten,  buffeted,  shaken  ! 

Battles  tbe  gull  with  the  tempest. 

Struggling  and  wavering  and  faltering, 

Soaring  and  striving  an  I  sinking, 

Turning,  its  high  course  altering. 

Down  through  the  cloudy  heaven 
Not*  a  from  the  wild  geeso  are  falling. 

Cries  like  harsh  bell-notes  arc-  ringing. 

Echoing,  clanging,  and  calling. 

Plunges  the  schooner  landward, 

Swiitly  the  long  seas  crossing, 

Close- reefed,  seeking  the  harbor, 

Half-1-  st  in  tbe  spray,  she  is  tossing. 

A  rift  in  the  roof  of  vapor  ! 

Au4  stormy  sunshine  is  streaming 

To  color  the  grey,  wild  water 
Like  ebrysoprase,  green  aud  gleaming. 

Cold  and  tempestuous  ocean, 

Ragged  rock,  brine-swept  and  lonely, 

Grasp  <  f  the  long,  hitter  winter — 

These  things  to  glaudt  n  me  only  ! 

—Celia  T  heeler. 


AN  ENGINEER  S  YARN. 

a  practical  mechanical  engineer. 


meeting  the  girls  now  and  then  in  the  pas-  1  reached  the  corner  of  Broadway.  I  stopped 
I  am  a  practical  mechanical  engineer,  sage-way.  Most  of  them  were  of  tho  com-  aud  looked  back  once  more.  There,  ia  the 
Not  one  of  these  youngsters  who  got  to  a  mou  sort — coarse,  vulgar  creatures,  that  I  darkening  twilight,  the  same  prooees  of 
scientific  school  for  a  few  years,  and  take  a  never  could  ttbide.  But  there  was  one  little  hurried  loading  was  being  repeated.  It  seem- 
C.  E.,  M.  E.,  or  something  of  the  kind,  aud  pale-faced  girl  I  took  to  straight  off.  She  I  ed  to  be  all  light.  Harkneea  was  there,  but 
then  put  on  airs  about  it.  They  always  af-  wasn’t  a  bit  like  the  others,  and  seemed  as  somehow,  I  wasn  t  quite  satisfied.  Trim- 
feet  to  snub  ns  practical  men,  but  we  rather  ■  nice  and  quiet,  and  ladv-like,  as  they  were  niing  machines  are  not  fine  assorted  gilt 
get  iuto  them  when  it  comes  to  real  work,  noisy  and  common.  As  I  Raid,  I  took  to  edge  boxes,  by  any  manner  of  means,  you 
Of  course,  these  chaps  are  well  enough  in  her,  and  she — well,  she  didn’t  altogether  know.  And  I  knew  it  too, though, eery  like- 
their  way  (and  thutisu’t  mine  in  getting  up  i  snub  me.  We  got  be  fast  friends  soon.  ly.  old  Harkuessdidu  t  give  me  credit  for 
artistic  drawings  and  models,  and  all  that '  She  told  me  the  tale  of  her  sad  life  ;  how  being  so  well  posted.  Well,  if  I  couldn  t 
sort  of  thing.)  And  sometimes  they  are  of  I  her  father  had  been  a  prosperous  mechanic,  !  settle  tbe  question,  tbe  next  best  thing 
some  account.  There  was  young  Hoppin,  1  Rnd  they  had  lived  in  such  a  dear  little  to  give  it  up,  suj  I  did. 


yonng 

who  helped  mo  with  that  toggle-joint.  I 
originated  the  idea;  he  put  it  iuto  shape.  I 
made  enough  to  retire  on  it.  and  I  did  the 

square  thing  by  him,  if  he  was  a  “  scientific  trived  to  get  along  and  keep  gnm 
man,”  so  I  feel  perfectly  free  to  speak  my 
mind  about  the  lot,  always  excepting  my 
friend  Hoppiu. 

But  this  isn’t  telling  my  story.  There’s 


li  thi  ONLY  W-*-kly  Newspaper  Published  and  Printed 
lo  Bloom  field,  sml  is  unquestionably  THE  Paper  of 
THE  PEOPLE. 


BLOOMFIELD.  V.  J. 


home;  how  the  father  died,  and  left  her,  a  !  Neit  morning  I  went  over,  as  usual,  to  tbe 
mere  mite  of  a  thing,  in  charge  of  her  feeble  j  factory.  Jim,  the  stoker,  opened  the  doon 
mother  and  baby  sister:  and  how  she  eon-  j  always,  as  be  had  to  be  early  to  land  to  tho 

famine  fires,  which  he  banked  every  night  I  ox- 
from  the  door  on  the  pittance  of  her  earn-  pected  to  see  Jim.  bet  sraa  much  surprised 

ings.  Whenever  I  could  without  making  a  when  I  saw  Hnikneaa.  This  twno  it  anas  he 

fuss,  I  helped  them  along  a  little.  And  who  came  up  through  tbe  cellar  door  and  I 

when  we  got  well  acquainted,  I  used  to  through  the  other.  As  before,  wm  met  un- 

my  wife  Bessie  (bless  her  dear  little  heart),  j  hurry  through  my  work  so  as  to  be  able  to  expectedly.  Nowit  wo*  my  turn  to  be  sur- 

always  saying  I  can't  come  to  the  point  '  Kee  her,  home  every  day  after  aix  o’clock.  '  prised.  He  was  intensely  pale,  and  seemed 

:i*es,  too,  we  used  to  go  to  concerts  J  much  agitated. .  With  a  strong  effort  of  ths 

will  he  Rtrove  to  conceal  bis  strange  man¬ 
ners.  He  endeavored  to  apeak  calmy,  and 


Legitimate  A'tvertlicmenta 

ie-,1  nn  r»aj>nnsMe  terms.  Advertisers  who  svsl] 
i  ■  ,  f  lttt  columns  will  find  it  a  first-class  me- 
•Hum.  circulating  u  it  does  in  tbe  best  families  ot 
Bloomfield.  Montclair,  aud  vicinity. 
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rp  HO  MAS  TAYLOH, 

COMMLS.SIONER  OF  DEEDS. 
t  txn 

NOTARY  PUBLIC, 

*  I, 

Office  at  bis  residence  on  Bloomfield  avenue. 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 


VARIETIES. 

A  little  girl  was  asked  the  meaning  of  the  J 
word  happy.  She  gave  a  pretty  answer,  “It  | 
in  to  feel  as  if  you  wanted  to  give  all  your 
things  to  your  little  sister.” 

Over  in  Bergen  county  thoy  say  “some  I 
much,”  when  they  mean  a  “great  deal  ;”  and 
when  they  mean  a  “very  great  deal,”  they 
“Quite  some  much.” 
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THE  RECORD” 


1 

Job  Printing  Office  j 

1 

i 

OSEPH  K.  OAKKS,  4 

SURVEYOR.  CONVEYANCER, 

COMMISSIONER  OF  DEEDS. 

I 

Bloomiteli)  Ave.. 

BLOOMFIELD,  N. 


Sergeant  Rates  is  u  ritinga  book.  Perhaps 
a  war  with  Spain  might  postpone  the  im¬ 
pending  calamity  if  the  Sergeant  could  bn 
induced  to  cany  tho  Amcricuu  flag  through 
Cuba. 


Is  furnished  with  the 

Nowes:  and  Latast  Styles  of  Type, 

MATERIAL  AND  PRESSE3. 

W«  are  prepared  to  do  Promptly  and  In  the  Neatest 

Manner  ALL  KINP9  OF  PRINTING.  Such  as 

* 

I'-lLjJ  HEADS. 

BUSINESS  CARD 4# 

CIRCULARS, 

PROGRAMMES,  * 

HAND  BILLS. 

POSTERS, 

PAMPHLETS. 

*C.,  AC.,  AC. 

Patronize  the  Home  Office. 


p  HrnbBiRT, 

“carpenter 


A  judge  at  Montgomery,  Ala.,  recently  in¬ 
terrupted  a  very  flowery  young  orator  with, 
“Hold  on,  hold  on,  my  dear  eir  !  You  are 
already  out  of  ihe  jurisdiction  of  this 
court  !” 


without  as  many  twists  and  turns  as  ray  own  ;  Someti 
old  machinery.  Perhaps  she  is  right.  But 
then,  this  is  the  first  time  I  ever  tried  to 
express  myself  in  print  and  I  don't  exactly 
know  how  to  go  about  it,  so  you  must  ex¬ 
cuse  me.  That’s  reasonable,  isn’t  it  ?  And 
besides,  I  am  getting  so  stout  aud  logy-like, 
that  I  ain’t  as  sharp  as  I  used  to  be.  My 
young  acquaintance,  who  is  an  editor,  or 
some  equally  useless  member  of  society,  bus 
roped  me  into  this  scrapo,  and  ought  to 
help  mo  out;  but  l^o  doesn’t.  All  he  says  is, 


uud  lectures  together ;  and  very  often  I 
found  time  to  visit  them  all  of  an  evening. 

I  hadn’t  said  a  word  of  love  to  her  yet,  but  half  ancceeded. 

was  waiting  till  my  wages  were  increased  ;  “Bill.’’  said  he,  “Jim  has  tended  to  ths 
enough  to  enable  me  to  keep  n  home  of  my  j  engine,  it*  ull  right ;  come  outside  with  mr, 
own.  and  than  asked  her  to  fill  it.  Of  her  j  I  want  to  talk  to  you. 

state  of  feeling  toward  me  I  knew  nothing,  1  He  turned  to  the  cellar  door  and  about- 
except  that  she  looked  upon  aud  trusted  ine  i  ed  :  , 

as  a  brother.  I  “Jim.  come  np,  com#  op  at  onoe.  Ban 

One  thing'used  to  rile  me,  though,  and  over  to  Mr.  Brent  s  private  hones— yon  know 
that  was  the  sneaking  sort  of  liking  that  |  where  that  is — and  tell  him  not  to  discount 


“  Fire  away,  old  man,  aud  makes  it  short  and  |  Harkneaa  seemed  to  have  for  her;  and  , 
sweet.”  I’m  afraid  this  isn’t  tolling  my  story,  :  worse,  he  showed  it  plainly  enough  by  the 


either.  Prolixity  (that’s  the  word)  comes 
sort  of  natural-like  to  me  now. 

Let  me  sec.  It  was  sixteen  years  ago  this 
summer  that  I  came  to  New  York  in  search 


1  way  he  persecuted  her  with  his  odious  atten¬ 
tions  whenever  he  got  the  chance.  She  told 
me  she  would  leave  the  place  if  she  could 
onJy  get  another. 

I  have  said  that  it  was  sixteen  years  ago 

will 

find 


AND  BUILDER, 

SHOP  ON  ARTISAN  STREET,  BLOOMFIELD,  N. 

Opposite  the  Rxilroxd  Depot. 

STAIR  mTLpINO.  Pattern  MaYlne.  rt r.  Jobbing  of  all 
kind*  Neatly  Done  and  Promptly  Attended  to. 


pi  RE  DRUGS  AND  MEDICINES 

TO  BE  HAD  AT 

DR.  WHITE’S  FAMILY  DRUG  STORE. 

Open  on  Sundays,  9  to  10  a.  m.,  13  to  1,  and  5  to  C  r.  st. 


pf  employment.  I  had  been  running  an 

engine  in  a  big  tannery  in  the  western  jwrt  that  I  entered  the  box  factory.  If  you 
of  tbe  state,  and  doing  firatrate,  till  the  I  take  the  trouble  to  subtract,  you  will 
|  company  failed,  and  I  was  thrown  out  of  that  mokes  1857.  It  puts  us  just  in  the 
|  work.  Sol  was  looking  about-  town  for  J  year  of  tho  great  financial  ernsh.  I  had 

Look  out  for  the  imposters  in  these  hard  something  to  do.  Money-guago  so  low  that  i  been  in  the  factory  about  three  months,  and 

times.  Last; week  a  mun  was  arrested  for  I  was  ready  for  anything  after  a  fortnight  of  was  getting  used  to  the  general  run  of 

begging  in  in  the  streets  of  Newark,  who  had  j  searching  and  waiting.  I  happened  to  be 


his  boots  stuffed  with  money,  and  a  bank  j  ,,  .  ,  , 

book  .Wins  a  large  amount  to  bis  credit  1  "'i,lklu«  ,hlou*h  »  J-.wn-town  cross  street, 
in  a  savingsbnnk.  *  when  I  saw  a  placard  in  the  window  of  a 

paper-box  factory—  *  Engineer  Wanted. 
Good  Salary.”  “That’s  just pae,”  says  I,  so 
I  went  inlo  the  office  and  asked  if  I  would 
do.  The  manager  said  he  would  try  me. 
He  did  try  me,  and  it  seems  I  must  have 
satisfied  him,  for  lie  told  me  to  stay. 

Now  it  is  about  this  manager  and  this 


J° 


Dimka  an&  ihiGtinincc.. 


SEPH  II.  GV  ELAND, 


PRACTICAL  PAINTER, 


People's  Savings  Institution, 

*15  3H0AD  STREET,  . 

Newark  October  18th  1873. 
At  z  meeting  of  the  Boxrd  of  Managr-ra  held  this  day, 

a  dividend  at  the  rxt-i  of 

7  Per  Cent.  Per  Annum 

vraa  declared  r,n  all  deposits  entitled  thereto  on  the  1st 
>'(  November,  payable  on  or  after  November  13th.  and 
if  not  drawn,  to  be  counted  as  principal  from  Novem¬ 
ber  1st. 

Money  deposited  on  or  bsf ore  November  1st  will  draw 
interest  irom  that  data. 

H.  M.  RHODES.  President. 
ALF.X.  GRANT.  Treasurer. 


SIGN-WRITING, 

ORNAMENTAL  PAINTING, 

ORARfINO,  GILDING.  Ac..  Ac 
Corner  Linden  avenue  and  Thomas  street, 

BLOOMFIELD.  N.  J. 
Sf  All  orders  promptly  executed. 


R.  “I""’ 

Thirty  years  a  practical  Watch  and  Clock  Maker,  exe¬ 
cutes  Repairs  of  Watches,  Clocks,  Jevrcfry  and 
Fancy  Articles  with  neatness  and  diBpatch. 

RAILROAD  Avenue,  BLOOMrntLD. 


r 


INSURE  IN  THE 

HUMBOLDT 

(MUTUAL) 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

ASSETS  OVER .  8200,000. 

OFFICE  763  BROAD  STREET. 

(Essex  Connty  National  Bank  Building,) 

NEWARK,  N.  J. 


^AMCEL  CARL, 

MERCHANT  TAILOR, 

9 

Keeps,  constantly  on  hand 
CLOTHS,  GASSrMERES,  VESTINGS,  READY  MADE 

OLOTHTNO  &  GENTS’  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

BROAD  STREET.  BLOOMFIELD. 


J  A  M  ES  BERRY 

Washington  ave.. 


BLOOMFIELD,  N  J. 

Also  Gen- 


-  Furniture  and  Pianos  MOVED  WITH  CARE, 
oral  TRUCKING  and  other  TEAM  WORK. 

This  Company  Insures  against  loss  and  damage  by  aLL  ORDERS  PROMPTLY  ATTENDED  TO. 

fire.  Dwellings.  Furniture.  Buildings  and  Merchandise, 
at  favorable  rates,  either  on  the  mctcal  or  kos-pabtici- 


PATIXQ  PLAN*. 


OFFICERS 


J 


AMES  AL.BIN9UN, 


Elmer  F.  Hiogin..  Sec’y, 
Jame*  A  Heddks,  Tress.. 


George  Brown.  Pres’t, 

E.  W.  McClave.  Vice  Pres’t 


Newark  Savings  Institution. 

80 O,  *I0'4,  304  Broad  St.,  for.  Mechanic  St., 
NEWARK,  N.  J. 

DEPOSITS  mtde  on  or  before  Oct.  1st  draw  interest 

from  that  date. 

DANIEL  DODD.  Brest. 

WM.  D.  CARTER.  Treas.  ' 


CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER, 

i  a  1  I  1 1 

MYRTLE  STREET, 

Near  Watsessing  Depot,  BLOOMFIELD.  N.  J. 


I  m  | 

An  adventurous  Yule  student  of  the  class 
of  ’79  has  placed  the  flag  of  his  class  above 
the  weather-vane  of  the  chapel  steeple,  and 
on  his  descending  wav  greased  the  lightning- 
rod  to  prevent  any  rival  climber  from  re¬ 
moving  the  banner. 

Dr.  Edward  Warren  writes  from  Cairo, 
Egypt,  to  n  friend  in  Baltimore  that  there  is 
“a  splendid  opportunity  for  women  dentists 
in  Egypt,  i$s  in  the  East  women  are  forbid¬ 
den  to  consult  with  men.”  There  are  three  or 
four  English  women  practising  dentistry*  in 
Cairo,  according  to  Dr.  Warren’s  lettcr.nnd 
all  are  doing  well. 

A  nice  question  of  taste  :  Jeweller — What 
kind  of  a  chain  would  you  like  ?  Young 
Man — Well.  I  don’t  know,  hardly.  What 
kind  of  a  chain  would  you  think  I  ought  to 
have  ;  that  is,  whaf'stvle  would  von  think 
would  bo  the  most  .pecoining  for  a  young 
man  what  carries  groceries  to  some  of  the 
best  families  in  town. 


things;  and  though  it  was  out  of  my  line, 
and  none  of  my  business,  I  could  not  but 
notice  how  slack  trade  seemed  to  bo.  Ru¬ 
mors  of  failures  up  the  street.&down  ths 
H treat,  on  tba  oornor,  ni  Nits.  85  and  87  over 
the  way,  met  my  ears.  Rumors  of  great 
distress  cast,  west,  and  south.  Rnmors  of 
a  threatened  general  smash  up.  Money 
men  tell  me  that  when  the  market  is  tight, 
it  only  needs  'such  a  wholesale  panic  to 


paper-box  factory  that  my  story,  such  as  it  bring  down  every  one.  It’is  the  npprehen- 


Andrew  Jackson  was  once  making  «i  stump 
speech  in  a  Country  village  out  West.  Just 
as  he  was  concluding,  Amos  Kendall,  who 
sat  beside  him  whispered,  ‘  Tip  ’em  a  little 
Latin,  General  :  thev  won’t  be  satisfied  with¬ 
out  it.”  The  hero  of  Now  Orleans”  instantly 
thought  of  a  few  phrases  he  knew,  and,  in 
a  voice  of  thunder,  wound  up  his  speech  bv 
exclaiming  E  plnribns  unum,  Sine  qua 
non.  Ne  plus  ultra,  Multuui  in  parvo.”  The 
effect  was  tremendous,  and  the  shouts  could 
be  heoi'd  for  miles. 


Sin  is  a  terrible  blot  on  the  world’s  page, 
but  perhaps  it  is  a  blot,  and  not  the  page. 
For  me,  I  am  amazed  at  the  amount  of  quiet, 
stolid,  unswerving  goodness,  that  does  not 
know  itself  lor  goodness,  but  thinks  it  is 
simply  supporting  the  family,  or  paying  the 
taxes,  or  training,  or  doing  the  fall  sewing, 
or  electing  the  candidate,  or  minding  its  own 
business  generally,  goodness  that  rates  itself 
too  low  to  imagine  that  the  Deity  could  take 
auy  cognizance  of  it,  but  which  I  imagine  to 
be  an  offering  of  sweet  savor  unto  the  Lord/ 
goodness  which  wears  no  phylacteries  and 
flaunts  no  banners,  nor  ever  thinks  itself 
meet  to  enter  even  the  outer  court  of  the 
sanctuary,  but  before  which,  I  fancy,  the 
inner  doors  will  one  day  part,  on  golden 
hinges  turning.  —  Gaq  Hamilton. 


ESSEX  COUNTY, -MUTUAL 

INSURANCE  COMPANY. 

CHARTERED  IN  1843. 

Office  on  Liberty  street,  a  few  doors  east  of  Broad, 
BLOOMFIELD. 

Thi*  Company  continues  to  insure  Dwellings,  Barns, 
•lores  and  other  country  property,  on  terms  more  fav- 
dTabie  than  spy  other  Company.  It  has  no  city  risks, 
and  Is  therefore  liable  to  no  great  disaster  like  tbeChi 
C a«o  fire.  •  Z.  B.  DODD.  President. 

T.  C.  DODD.  Sec’y. 

Bloomfield  Savings  Institution, 

LIBERTY  STREET.  NEAR  BROAD. 

ON  the  3«>th  of  Jan  y  next  this  Institution  will  pay 
Interest  at  the  rate  of  SEVEN  PF.R  CENT,  per  an¬ 
num  on  all  sums  which  shall  have  remained  on  deposit 
for  three  months  next  preceding  the 

First  Day  of  January  Next, 

which  Interest,  if  not  withdrawn,  will  itself  bear  in¬ 
terest  from  said  first  day  of  July.  And  all  sums 
posited  on  or  before  the  first  day  of  July  next,  will  bear 
interval  from  that  date. 

No v  mu>.  irr* 


JOHN  J.EUER, 

MERCHANT  TAILOR, 


RAILROAD  AVENUE, 
Jan.  23 — 1y 


BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 


s 


M  I  T  II  K  ,  PERRY 

REAL  ESTATE  AGENT  AND  AUCTIONEER. 
BROAD  STREET,  ABOVE  BENSON, 
Bloomfield.  New  Jersey. 


T 


UEODORE  CADMUS. 


CARPENTER  AND  BUILDER. 


All  kinds  of  jobbing  promptly  attended  to. 
Residence,  Thomas  street.  Shop,  State  street. 

Liberty. 

bloomtcxl*.  KXW  XXI 


near 


T.  a  DODD.  Treas. 


R.  "•  BROWBB, 

real  ESTATE  AND  INSURANCE  AGENCY. 
WATSESSING  DEPOT. 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 

Hoosee  and  Lots  for  Sals  and  Hp’ism  to  Lai. 


Buckwheat  Cakes. — 1  quart  buckwheat 
flour  ;  4  tablespoon  fills  yeast  ;1  tablespoon¬ 
ful  salt ;  1  handful  Indian  meall;  5  table¬ 
spoonfuls  molasses — not  syrup.  Warm  wa¬ 
ter  enough  to  make  a  thin  batter.  Beat  very 
well  and  set  to  rise  in  a  warm  place.  If  the 
batter  is  in  the  least  sour  in  t  he  morning,  stir 
in  a  very  ^le  soda  dissolved  in  hot  water. 

Mix  in^n  eai'then  crock,  and  leave  some 
in  the  bottom  each  morning — a  cupful  or 
so —  to  serve  as  a  sponge  for  the  next  night, 
instead  of  getting  fresh  yeast.  In  cold 
weather  this  plan  can  be  successfully  pursi 
for  a  weefc.  or  ten  days  without  setting  y6ew 
supply.  Of  course, you  add  tbe  usuabquan-^ 
ity  of  flour,  &c. ,  every  night,  and  beat 
well, 

Seeing  is  Deceiving. — Here  is  a  row  of 
ordinary  capital  letters  aud  figures  : 
SSSSSSSSSSX  XXXXXX33333J3388888888 

Tbey  are  buch  ns  aie  made  up  of  two  parts 
of  equal  shapes.  Look  carefully  at  these, and 
you  will  see  that  tbe  upper  halves  of  the 
characters  are  a  very  little  smaller  than  the 
lower  halves,  so  little  that  an  ordinary  eye 
will  declare  them  to  be  of  an  equal  size. 

Now  turn  the  page  upside  down,  and, 
without  anv  careful  looking,  you  will  see 
that  this  difference  in  size  is  very  much 
exaggerated  ;  that  the  real  top  half  of  the 
letter  is  very  much  smaller  than  the  bottom 
half.  It  will  be  seen  from  this  that  there  is 
a  tendency  in  the  eye  to  enlarge  the  upper 
part  of  any  object  upon  which  it  looka. 


is,  will  be;  and  to  make  things  all  straight 
and  plain,  (a  sort  of  oiling  up  at  tho  sturt) 
let  me  attempt  to  describe  them  both. 

First,  then,  the  manager,  Mr.  Samuel 
Darkness,  also  solo  owner  of  the  factory’. 
This  Mr.  Samuel  Harkness  was  the  greatest 
villain  I  ev<  r  came  across.  He’s  deud  now, 
poor  man,  and  I  hate  to  speak  ill  of  those 
who  arc  gone,  ’cause,  you  see,  its  much  tho 
same  as  chinning  behind  a  man’s  buck;  but 
he  was  a  villain  ull  the  same.  Not  one  of 
your  story-book  villiuns,  either.  I  have 
read  lots  of  novels,  romuncea,  and  such  stuff 
lately,  but  I  haven’t  seen  anything  about 
their  villains  that  applies  to  my  villain. 
Theirs  are  invariably  thiu,  dark  mcii ;  of  lithe, 
serpentine  motion ;  with  yellow  facet  straight 
black  Lair,  aud  deep-set,  fugitive  eyes. 
Something  of  the  evil  ono  cropping  out 
at  every  point.  Why,  Lord  bless  you, 
you’d  recognize  this  kind  of  villain  soon  as 
ever  you  clapped  eyes  on  him,  just  as  you 
would  a  patent  machine,  with  every  bit  of 
metal  labeled.  My  villain  wasn’t  tall,  was’ut 
dark  at  all;  was  tolerably  stout,  in  fact,  and 
well-to-do  looking^didn’t  squirm  a  bit; and, 
to  cut  this  description  short,  was  just  like 
most  anybody  else  you  meet.  When  I 
engaged  under  him,  of  course  I  didn't  know 
anything  about  his  villainy.  How  could  I  ? 
He  wasn’t  labeled. 

And  now  for  the  factory  itself.  It  was  a 
somewhat  dilapidated  five  story  brick  con¬ 
cern.  Engine  m  cellar  (moat  every  manu¬ 
facturer  bad  his  own  power  than,  instead  of 
just  belting  on  to  the  one  big  engine  of  the 
block,  as  they  do  now);  office  and  samples, 
first  floor;  clipping  and  folding  machines, 
second  floor;  girls  pasting,  sorting  and 
trimming,  on  ike  thirt  floor;  stock  of  all 
sorts  on  the  fourth  aud  fifth.  We  used  to 
turn  out  an  immense  deal  of  work  with  very 
few’  hands.  There  were  about  twenty-five 
or  so  girls,  the  manager,  his  clerk  and  office- 
boy,  a  man  to  hoist  and  do  odd  jobs,  the 
fireman,  aud  myself.  Except  when  stock 
was  taken  in,  or  work  sent  out,  there  was  no¬ 
body  else  in  the  building. 

nerally  kept  to  my  business,  and 
aid  down  in  the  cellar,  nursing  the  old 
engine.  She  sadly  needed  it,  being  as  rick- 
eOty  and  patched  up  a  contrivance  os  one 
cares  to  stay  alongside  of.  She  always  re¬ 
minded  me  of  some  old  people  you  see,  who 
are  always  in  need  of  a  pectoral  for  a  cough, 
or  a  liniment  for  rhuematism,  or  something 
or  other.  This  engine  of  mine  was  in  such 
a  state  that  she  always  wanted  easing  some¬ 
where,  a  rivet  here,  a  plug  there,  new  stuff¬ 
ing,  more  felting,  or  a  band  around  tbe 
whole  boiler.  From  boiler  to  fly-wheel  she 
was  ricketty,  ricketty.  But  there  was  no 
present  danger  to  be  appre  bended  :  all  waa 
safe  enough  with  proper  care  and  attention. 
There  was  the  rub.  I  had  to  exercise  that 
same  proper  care  and  attention  all  the  time. 
But  if  I  was  to  occupied,  I  could  not  help 


sions,  not  tho  reality  that  does  the  work. 

But  this  is  not  telling  my  story,  either, 

Well  old  Harkness  kept  on  with  bis  man¬ 
ufacturing,  though  I  could  see  thut,  day  by 
day,  fewer  calls  for  work  were  mode.  He 
always  wore  a  cheerful  smile  through  those 
troublous  times,  un  much  m  to  nay,  “Look  •  t1**  W,UI  pbrin  sight. 

at  me,  if  jou  want  to  see  a  model  man  of  j  /Vom  the  end  rtf  the  lever  hung  Several  hugs 


that  bill  to-dar.  Bv  quick  I" 

“Yes  sir,  coming,”  sung  out  Jitn,  l#isu*e- 
ly.  J 

Suddenly  he  tor#  up  the  cellar  steps.  His 
face  was  ten  shades  paler  than  Harkness’,  an 
expression  of  horror  Wua  Axed  on  hit  fea¬ 
tures — nn  expression  of  agony  and  fear  that 
I  shall  never  forget.  Ithauutsas  still.  It 
will  stay  by  me  till  my  dying  day.  Poor 
fellow,  he's  gone,  too,  singe  then. 

Jim  hardly  stopped  in  his  wild  flight,  aa 
he  hoarsely  whispered,  rather  than  cried  : 

“Hundred  and  teu  on  the  steam  guage  1 
Safety  valve  dogged  !!•  Run  for  your 

lives  nr 

I  took  in  the  situation  at  onca.  Terrible 
the  danger  waa.  Th#  old  Itoilar  was  regis¬ 
tered  at  eighty  pounds  to  the  square  inch, 
but  we  never  doiod  run  higher  than  thirty. 
And  a  hundred  and  ten  !  We  were  standing 
directly  over  it,  and  while  I  hesitated,  the 
pressure  must  be  steadily  rising.  It  flsahed 
upon  me  that  there  might  be  no  more  dan¬ 
ger  in  jumping  down  and  pressing  tho  safe¬ 
ty  valve,  than  in  running  away,  and  in  spite 
of  the  awful  punic,  I  half  a  prtjudio#  against 
running.  .  „ 

1  looked  down  from  the  doorway,  upon 
tho  trembling,  panting,  struggling  steam 
demon  beneath.  The  kafety*valve  appara- 


business.  I  don’t  speculate.  I  don't  get 
involved.  Mark  my  consequent  prosperity. " 
Now  when  I  see  a  man  with  a  good  deal  of 
bluster  and  swagger  about  him,  I  always 
make  up  my  mind  thatjio  is  a  a  coward  st 
heart.  And  when  some  people  parade  their 
financial  soundness,  the  Wall  Street  animals 
always  snuff  rottenness  somewhere.  It  must 
have  been  foil  this  principle  that  I  began 
to  suspect  that  Harkness  wasn’t  so  sufosfter 
all. 

One  night  I  was  delayed  by  an  unexpect¬ 
ed  break  down  in  gearing,  and  stayed  in  my 
cellar  long  after  the  girls, the  clerk, and  the 
firemen  had  gone,  bar.1  at  work  tinkering  at 
the  engine.  No  one  was  in  the  factory  but 
Harkness  and  myself.  I  do  not  think  he 
snspected  my  presence.  As  I  was  taking  off 
my  overalls  and  fixing  up,  I  heard  a  heavy 
dray  come  up  lo  the  door.  There  were  four 
or  five  meD  with  it.  who  were  not  regular 
cartmen.  They  jumped  out,  were  let  in 
through  the  half  closed  doon  of  the  main 
floor  above  me,  and  were  led  up-staire  by 
Harkness.  Presently  they  reappeared, bear¬ 
ing  cases  of  various  kinds  of  stock,  fancy 
paper,  gilding  stnff,  light  machinery  and 
different  odds  and  ends,  with  which  they 
loaded  the  dray,  and  then  drove  off  again. 
All  was  done  in  such  a  quiet,  mysterious 
way,  that  it  was  evident  that  something 
wrong  waa  being  done.  What  could  it  be  ? 
The  men  were  not  robbers,  for  there  was 
Mr.  Harknoss,  and  he  sole  owner  of  the  fac¬ 
tory.  A  man  does  not  commit  a  larceny  on 
lus  own  property.  I  couldn’t  make  it  out 
at  all. 

I  started  to  go.  Just  as  I  entered  the 
office  from  below,  Harkness  came  in  by  the 
p;issage-way  door  from  the  floor  above.  He 
started  perceptibly  when  he  aaw  me,  but  in¬ 
stantly  regained  his  composure,  and  said, as 
cool  as  you  please  : 

“Ah  !  you’re  late,  BilL  What's  wrong  to¬ 
day  ?  Hope  you  won’t  blow  us  up  for  a 
week  or  so  yet.  We’re  doing  a  staving  busi¬ 
ness,  Bill.”  (I  think  I  see  him  now,  “wash¬ 
ing  his  hands  with  invisible  soap  in  imper¬ 
ceptible  water,”  with  that  self-satisfied;  hyp¬ 
ocritical  leer  on  his  face.)  “Just  sent  a  load 
of  fine  boxes  down  to  the  Winged  Arrow. 
She  axil#  tomorrow,  so  we  had  to  ship  in  a 
hurry.  Fine  boxes;  and  a  beautiful  vessel, 
BilL  Good  night  to  you.  ” 

“Good  night,  sir,”  said  I,  and  left 

As  I  went  up  the  street, another  dray  pass-  j 
ed,  driven  toward  the  factory, 
curiosity  to  turn  and  watch  to  see  whether 
it,  too,  stopped  there.  It  did,  and  when  I 


links  rtf  chain. 

“I  don't  think  I  nro  a  cowan] —usually, st 
least,  I  know  I  am  not.  But  that  rvidcuoS 
of  villainy  t-xik  me  nil  Ixick.  1  staggered 
and  clung  feebly  to  the  lintel  for  supi>ort. 
The  words  acemed  forced  out  of  me,  and 
not  uttered  with  my  volition  :  » 

“You  scoundrel.  You'd  steal  your  insur¬ 
ance.  would  you  7" 

A  sudden  vindictive  push  acnl  me  head¬ 
long.  As  I  fell  I  heard  a  demoniac  laugh. 

“Peach,  if  you  want  to  !** 

And  the  door  swung  to  with  a  click  of  ths 
spring  lock. 

At  tbe  foot  of  the  steps  an  open  trap,  the 
sub-cellar  hatch.  Tbe  distafice  was  so  great 
that  I  had  not  time  to  notice  all  thia.  Would 
it  hurt  me  much  when  I  struck  ?  Would  it 
kill  me  outright  7 

And  that  waa  all.  ‘ 

•  a  •  a  •  • 

When  I  came  to,  I  found  myself  in  s  well- 
remembered  room.  Bessie,  my  Bessie  now, 
hung  tehderly  over  me,  waiting  for  the  light 
of  recognition  to  appear  in  my  fevered 
eyes.  » 

All  was  soon  told.  The  boiler  must  have 
hurst  the  very  instant  I  struck.  Harkness 
was  killed  by  a  flying  piece  of  machinery ; 
the  would  be  murderer  bad  exchanged  places 
with  his  victim,  for  I,  strange  as  it  may  seem, 
was  dug  out  of  the  ruins  stive,  and  got  off 
with  a  broken  arm.  God  forgive  him. 

Bessie  insists  that  if  R  hadn't  been  for 
the  accident,  I  should  never  have  “spokaw 
out.”  So,  after  all,  it  was  a  b  issuing  in  dis¬ 
guise. —  Wood's  Household  Magaeime. 
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An  Ancient  Boulder. 

The  .  laborers  engaged  in 
Whitneyville  (Ct)  Hill  uncovered,  on 
urdav,  in  the  road  near  tbe  dam,  what  ia 
familiarly  know  as  a  “pot-hole,”  or  a  circu¬ 
lar  well  in  the  solid  sandstone,  worn  by  a 
boulder  carried  round  by  the  action  of  va. 
ter.  This  well,  in  the  sandstone  formation, 
ia  ahoutM  five  feet  in  diameter  and  about 
eight  feet  deep,  and  lying  cm  the  bottom  of 
it  was  a  smooth  and  nearly  spherical  bould¬ 
er  of  a  different  formation,  about  three  feat 
in  diameter,  surrounded  by  twenty  < 
pebbles,  spherical  in  shape,  and  aJ 
very  smooth.  Tbe  structure  of 
stone  on  one  side  of  the  weD  is  greatly 
generated,  and  is  very  rotten,  but  on 
other  Hie  stone  is  very  hard.  The  i 

1  h*J  the  X££!h!it  roe  th*  bU»« 
ed  the  boolder  and  wore  that 
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Thomas  M -  j  Tryniski 
309§outhvttfi  Street 
Fulton  New  York 
13069 
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